


So I stood and blushed till the grass grew red 
With my face bent down above it; 

While he took my hand as he whispering said-- 
How the clover lifted each pink sweet head 

To listen to all that my lover said! 

Oh, the clover in bloom--how I love it! 


Homer Green 


This poem ["What My Lover Said"] got its inception in the orchard 
path on my fathers farm in the year 1878. The lady was cousin Fanny 
Cummings of Honesdale who died in 1881. 


Some of the old fashioned home remedies for general ills. 


One of the best ointments for the relief of pain is the mixture 
of lard and turpentine. 


2 tablespoon fulls of turpentine in water as hot as can be bourn 
is called turpentine stripe[?] is best for bathing a sprained joint. 
a cloth wring from hot turpentine water will kill parasites in ring- 
worm. 


[The next entry in MESL's journal is the complete text of William 
D. Tottin's poem The Old Feather-Bed; text of that poem here omitted] 


[The next entry in MESL's journal is the complete text of Schiller's 
The Three Lessons; text of that poem here omitted] 


[The next entry in MESL's journal is the complete text of Edgar 
Guest's Friends; text of that poem here omitted] 


Written At Farview 


Hark: 'tis the robin saluting the Spring 

'Tis the blue-bird's soft warble I hear; 

When the sun shines so brightly all nature must sing 
With delight that the summer is near. 


The Winter has fled far away to the north-- 

He has called off his tempests and snows; 

And now from the south the warm breezes come forth, 
From the land of the orange and rose, 


The streams are all sparkling with gladness and mirth, 
And nature now laughs with delight; 

When music and sunshine pervade the whole earth 

Every heart is made glad at the sight. 
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